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One Year, $5.00. 


What Would You Do? 


Griggson looked at his five-dollar bill for a long time 
in deep silence. 


Then he folded it up and pug it in his pocket. 
Then he took it out again. 


“If I do it,”’ he reflected, ‘‘I shall feel better at the 
end of the year. My sense of art will be improved; my 
literary taste will be clarified; I shall be tided over certain 
inevitable melancholy moments—fortified against de- 
pression. And I shall be duly informed of the progress 
of certain customs and manners of which I could be 
informed in no other way. Still—’”’ 

He hesitated again. 

“I ought to do it,” he said. ‘‘But just now I will 
wait. I’ll take a trial subscription to twelve issues of 
Lire, send them the smaller amount and later on—’”’ 

He paused again. 

**After all,’’ he said— 


Special Offer 


17 West 31st Street, New York. 


Enclosed find One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, 
Foreign $1.40). Send Lire for three months 
(twelve issues) to 


(Canadian, $5.80: Foreign, $6.60) 


















1168 | ‘Lie. 


Practice _ 
putting on- 
, 


WEED Tire Chainsiy 


in the Garage 













x«—_/ i 
It only takes a few moments to attach them a a 
when you know how. No jack required. Observe these three 


| a 


Study the directions, illustrated on the right. fundamentals | 
| 


If you have never followed our instructions for attach- | 
ing Weed Tire Chains, packed with every pair, you | 
probably have fumbled around, got hot under the 
collar and falsely accused them of being a nuisance. 
Learn how easy it is to put Weed Chains on correctly 
—practice in the garage and instruct your wife, your sister 





Lay chains over wheel 


or your daughter. It will repay you in security, satis- with hooks toward rear, 
f ‘ d f, and tuck the slack under | 
action and comfort. front part of wheel. | 


Weed Chains are also made to meet the demand for 
an efficient traction and anti-skid device for trucks 
equipped with single and dual solid tires or with the 
very large pneumatic tires. They are so constructed 
that they satisfactorily meet the requirements of heavy 
truck service in mud, sand or snow. 





Start car forward just 
enough to run over slack 
| ends. 


AMERICAN CHAIN COMPANY, INCORPORATED 


BRIDGEPORT CONNECTICUT 


In Canada: Dominion Chain Company, Limited, Niagara Falls, Ontario 
Largest Chain Manufacturers in the World 


The Complete Chain Line—All Types, All Sizes, All Finishes — From Plambers’ Safety Chain 
to Ships’ Anchor Chain 


GENERAL SALES OFFICE: Grand Central Terminal, New York City : 
Hook chains as tightly 
DISTRICT SALES OFFICES: as possible by hand. | 





Boston Chicago Phi'_delphia Pittsburg Portiand, Ore. San Francisco 

















aati | Do Not Anchor 
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The Christmas Party 
A’ ancient aunty, awfully arrayed. 
Blonde, babbling buds, in baby-blue 
brocade. 
Chubby-cheeked children, chanting Christ- 
mas cheer. 
Delicious débutantes, dainty darlings dear. 
Elegant elders, each enjoying ease. 
Fortunate footmen, fleecing fine, fat fees. 
Generous guests, giving gifts grand or 
gay. 
High-hanging holly, hinting holiday. 
Idle idealists, indolent in the ingles. 
Jocular juveniles, jabhering jolly jingles. 
Kiddies kowtowing to Kriss Kringle’s kit. 
Languishing lassies liking lamps low-lit. 
Maidens and men, meeting ’mid mistletoe. 
Noise-making nephews, never noting 
“No!” 
Octogenarians, opulent, obese. 
Popular poets piping pzans of peace. 
Querulous queens, questing the quaint and 
queer. 
Rollicking revelers riding on reindeer. 
Several singers soaring solos sing. 
Tiny Tads toot tin trumpets, ting-a-ting. 
Unbending uncles, unusually urbane. 
Vivacious veterans, vigorous and vain. 
Wheedlesome waits, warbling with win- 
some wights. 
Xtra Xcitement Xtasy Xcites. 
Youngsters and youths yell “ Yip-i-addy, 
yip!” 
Zanies zigzag in zealous zest and zip! 
Carolyn Wells. 


Prophetic 
IXON: This poet must have been 
looking far enough into the future 
to see the Prohibition situation. 
Dixon: How’s that? 
Rrxon: Well, he has a line which says: 
“T feel like one who treads alone some 
banquet hall deserted.” 


HEN the Le ague of Nations becomes 
the football of politics it is about 
time to call the game. 
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™ MY DEAR, | THINK PERHAPS I HAD BETTER GO OUT 


NOkTa: Alexander the Great co 
‘ 


quered the worl 


WEs1 : 


But where was Ireland then? 








THE BACK WAY THIS MORNING” 
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Well-intentioned Flapper (to artist whose picture has been skied): OH, MR. KROME, I THINK 
YOUR PICTURE IS JUST GRAND! I'VE GOT A CRICK IN MY NECK LOOKING AT IT 


Meditations on Christmas 


HE central idea of Christmas is that we should all be kind 
T to somebody, particularly to those who are not likely to be 
kind to us in return. Therefore I propose that this Christ- 
mas be devoted to considering the heavenly merits of that much- 
abused and detracted person, the landlord. Consider how much 
we owe him! Quite probably we owe him more than we do 
anyone else. 
+ * + 
Perhaps too much has been said about being kind to others 
at Christmas; for secretly, as everyone admits, Christmas is 
the time when we want other people to be kind to us. Of course 
sometimes people are kind to us inadvertently and against their 
will, as when (it fortuitously happens) the previous man’s 
nickel drops out of the little slippery chute at the bottom of the 
phone-box, and we use it, thankfully, for our own call. We 
count that as gain, but we know it is only a gentle hazard. What 
we yearn for is the phone company—or anyone else—being 
gloriously kind to us of their own accord. It is right (isn’t it?) 
that those who appreciate kindnesses should receive them? 
Very well. We look round about, and we don’t see anyone who 
gets really more delight out of being handsomely treated than 


ourselves. We feel (oh, how distinctly we feel!) in ourself 
a vast and magnificent capacity for enjoying and welcoming 
and appreciating the generous actions of others. It is the 
obvious duty of our friends to keep this great quality of our 
nature busy, unimpaired and untarnished by disuse. 

* * * 

This is not selfishness. Oh, please do not misunderstand us! 
You know that there really are people who get more pleasure in 
giving than in receiving. There really are, because we are told 
so continually. That is the fundamental doctrine of Christmas. 
The only point is (now, we can’t help our nature, can we?) 
that we are not one of those people. We thought we ought to 
let you know before it is too late. (There are still one or two 
shopping days before the 25th.) What really would be sclfish 
would be for us to stand in the way of those who feel fine 
altruistic impulses. 

* * * 

A good plan (we have often found it so) is to do our own 
shopping very early, and send off our presents to our friends 
about the first of December. In each package we insert (as 
though it had got in by accident, in the tumult of wrapping and 
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Poe’s Cottage at Fordham 
ERE lived the soul enchanted 

“ By melody of song; 

Here dwelt the spirit haunted 
By a demoniac throng ; 

Here sang the lips elated; 

Here grief and death were sated; 

Here loved and here unmated 
Was he, so frail, so strong. 


Proud, mad, but not defiant, 
He touched at heaven and liell. 
Fate found a rare soul pliant 
And rung her changes well. 
Alternately his lyre, 
Stranded with strings of fire, 
Led earth’s most happy choir 
Or flashed with Israfel. 


Here through this lowly portal, 
Made sacred by his name, 
Unheralded immortal, 
The mortal went and came. 
And Fate that then denied him, 
And envy that decried him, 
And malice that belied him, 
Have cenotaphed his fame. 
8 he foregoing verses, by an anony- 
mous author, admirably express the 
spirit which has inspired the movement 
now under way to preserve Edgar Allan 
Poe’s cottage in Fordham, New York 
Life is aiding in the attempt to raise 
the twenty thousand dollars which is 
necessary to restore the cottage and pro- 
vide a fund for its permanent main- 
tenance. We have already acknowledged 


gifts of $106.10, and we trust that our 





readers will continue to respond to this 
appeal. 


CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS 
mailing) a little hastily scribbled slip of paper entitled “ Christ- left the past year’s dwelling for the new.” Frail tenant, said 
mas List,” on which we write down the things we most want Dr. Holmes: 
for ourself. It runs something like this: 
Aunt Emily Box of cigars. Leave thy low-rented past 
Grandpa—Set of Thackeray. Let each new landlord, prouder than the last 
Cousin Joe—Pair of fur gloves. Shut thee from heaven with a lease more 
Mother—French brier pipe. 
Aunt Fanny—Leather tobacco pouch. In our cellar we have a bottle of that stuff they call so justl 
Sister Ann—One dozen pairs woolen socks, size 10%. souvenir-beer. We are going to get it out and drink the lar 
Cousin Grace—Six pairs B. V. D's, size 38. lord’s health; yes, sir, his one-half of one per cent. healt 
We take great care in making out these little slips, and our Christoph Mos 
friends always return them, thinking we have lost them by 
error. But they read them carefully, and often they get sug- Money Road 
gestions from them. This we call Yule log-rolling. dD’ SCRIPTIVE OUTLINI Leaving Deskville throug 
= Sport Centre, we pass the apprenticeship stage, bear t 


And so (to return to our original topic) let us be nice to right and enter Hustletown, savings bank on corner, avoiding 


the landlord this Christmas. He is the grand old Druid who drug store and keeping on to capital turnpike; straight road 
has made Christmas what it is. Let us put him under the ahead to Easy Street, Court House and Alimony Circle on left 
mistletoe and keep him there. Unless we desire to live like past Scandal Corners, Plutocrat Boulevard, avotding jail, to 


the unfortunate nautilus of Dr. Holmes, who “ vear after year Cemetery at end of route 
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An Indoor Sporting Event 


“IT HATE to say anything unkind about any woman,” said 
Wilber, “especially when she happens to be an occasional 
member of my own family, but I'll bet almost anything that 
when it comes to continuous discourse over the telephone my 
wife would take first prize, all classes, in any verbal show.” 

‘I dislike very much to dispute the dictum of a high-class 
but I'll bet you fifty 
dollars that in a fair and even contest, Marquis of Queensbury 


gentleman like yourself,” said Hopeson, “ 


or any other rules, my wife can give yours a million words 
start and walk in.” 

“T’'ll go you, my boy, and the first time my wife calls up, 
I'll put the watch on her if it takes all night, and you'll trust me. 
I’ll write the record on paper, and you do the same, and we'll 
compare the time at our next meeting.” 

“ Done!” 

Two days after Wilber triumphantly drew from his pocket 
his paper. 

“Here you are,” he said. “Can you beat it? Three hours 
and—” 


‘ 


“My dear boy,” replied Hopeson, “ don’t you know they were 


talking to each other? It’s a draw.” 
OW much coal are you burning this year?” 
“Oh, about one out of every three pieces.” 
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Little Girl (looking with marked approval at picture 
of herself taken by playmate): WELL, BOBBY, 1 DON’T 
THINK IT’S VERY NICE, BUT (consolingly) OF COURSE I 
CAN’T TELL WHETHER IT’S LIKE ME, AS I’M BEHIND MY FACE 





HE beer that made Milwaukee famous has been put into 
But Milwaukee is still at large. 


museum 
* * * 
Intended for hotel kitchens is a novel English device, 
operated by crank.—Baltimore American. 
It’s about time cranks were given regular employment. 
x * * 

Complicated calculation of the flow of liquids through pipes 
has been made easy by the invention of a simple slide rul 
It used to be made even easier by the employment of a still 
simpler cash register. 

x * bad 

The costume of a native East India woman consists of 
piece of cheesecloth eight yards long. A modern daughter of 
the West wants to know what she does with the other seven 
and a half yards. 

af * * ca 

“It would be folly for us to invade Mexico,” says an edi- 
torial, “ unless it becomes absolutely necessary for us to do so.” 

The contention being based, doubtless, on the old adage that 
necessity is the mother of intervention. 

* * * 

The book reviewer in Hearst’s New York American says of 
Potterism, by Rose Macaulay, “We recommend the book to 
our enemies.” 

Perhaps that is why it has had such a large sale. 

* * * 

A parrot in London recently laid its first egg at the age of 
thirty-six. 

At that rate, we'll only have to wait twenty-nine years for a 
little action from our pet hen. 


ee &€ 2 


More than half of the American soldiers blinded in the 
world war have already been trained for living and earning 
without their sight at the Red Cross Institute for the 
Blind near Baltimore, Md.—News itém. 

If the Committee for the Rehabilitation of Wounded Sol- 
diers waits long enough, it can undoubtedly have the rest of 
its work done by the Red Cross. 

* a * 

Attention, Shipping Board!—Too many wartime ideals ap- 
pear to have been only deals. 

x * * 

Charles A. Garland, the young man who gained wide editorial 
publicity by spurning a million dollars, must constantly be think- 
ing of the good things that he might have done with his in- 
heritance if he hadn’t been so hasty. For example, he would 
only have needed a fiftieth part of the rejected sum to save 
Edgar Allan Poe’s home, in Fordham, N. Y., as a gift of 
inestimable value to future generations. 


Going Him One Better 
¥ hee CYNIC: We men despise the modern intellectual 
women. 
SHE: Indeed! What you really mean is, that you hate 
women to become so intellectual that they discover just how 
unintellectual men are, 
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WORDS FAIL ME, 


HOW CAN I PAY A TRIBUTE TO YOUR ACTING? 


He: 


“SAY IT WITH FLOWERS.” 
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“Ordinary” 


HAT is it that makes 

an “ordinary” per- 
son? Most people are 
ordinary, or there would 
be no substantial basis 
upon which to erect such 
a supercilious definition. 
From the standpoint of 
exclusiveness, “ordi- 
nary” and “common” 
are unanimous. “We 
all have our pet common 
people,” says Mrs. Arch- 
er, one of the characters 
in Edith Wharton’s lat- 
est novel. Yet about an 
“ordinary” person there 
is something that seems 
to distinguish him quite 
subtly from the great 
mass. It can scarcely be 
said of those among the 
socially elect, to whom 
this term “ordinary” 
has come as the designa- 
tion of a certain offen- 
sive type, that they them- 


selves are not “ordi- 








Probably the real dis- 


tinction which, in the 
minds of the elect, sepa- 
rates the “ordinary” 
person from the rank 
that he 


aspires to be like the 


and file is 


elect, and fails. He 
clumsy and tactless and 
vulgar and says the 


wrong thin ge at ti 


wrong moment all this 
being the outcome of his 
vicious ambition. Noth- 


ing excites the contempt 
of any class more than 
the effort of those who 
try to imitate it—and 


fail. 


| A Sure Thing 
LORA: 

ribly in love’ with 
Nelle. 


he has a ghost of a 





Jack is ter- 
Do you think 


chance? 
Dora: The best in the 
world. Every member of 


her family is unalterably 





nary. Their opinions 


are certainly ordinary. 
Their excuse for not be- 
ing ordinary consists in 
certain habits of wealth 
and ease—of “ refine- 
ment’’—which segregates 

them from the multitude. | 


Purely Automatic 
IDNIGHT. 

Mandleton made a slight, almost imperceptible gesture 
toward the telephone, but the burglar caught it, instantly cover- 
ing him with his gun. 

“or Vi— 


up!” and Mandleton, shivering upright in bed, obeyed him. 


“Lay off that,” he whispered, Keep your hands 
The burglar, his gun slightly lowered, but his quick eyes un- 
relaxed, was going through the dressing-room drawers with 
great rapidity, tossing the contents on the floor as he proceeded. 
The door back of him leading into the upper hall he had left 
open for his getaway; there was indeed a clear path to the rear, 
down the back stairs and through the kitchen entrance; he kept 
his eyes going like the revolving light in a lighthouse. But there 
was an instant when back of him, in the line of the hall door, 
his eyes did not reach, and in this brief flash of time a white- 
robed figure sprang through the door and landed full on his 
hack like a jungle tiger, pinning his right arm down, followed 
by a whirling struggle in which the revolver discharged itself 
harmlessly. Mandleton leaped out of bed, and between his 
infuriated wife and himself they got the man down and dis- 
armed him. It was beautiful. Truth at any time may be 
stranger than fiction. 

The next morning Mandleton said to his wife 


1 asked of a man whom I knew, 

Whose expression was heliotrope blue, . 
“Oh, why the wry face?” test between fashion 
“It’s not rye 

It’s a look | achieve from home-brew! ” 


not a tracc; 





opposed to him. 


JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


NO SUCH LUCK 


Outstripped 
ie the elimination con- 


and modesty, fashion is 
winning by more than 


the proverbial neck. 


“Tf you had made a miscaléulation of a millionth of a second, 
it would have been all up with us. Talk about presence o! 
mind, instant decision and brute courage—why, my dear, you're 
at wonder, a superwoman ! i 

“ Nonsense!” 
coffee. 
western movie melodramas for the past two years for nothing, 


do you? - y ge E. M. 


Advice Was What He Sought 
 é )U’RE married, ain’t you?” 
“yea.” 


“Well, what’s your next move when the wife says she has 


replied Mrs. Mandleton, calmly sipping her 
“You don’t suppose I’ve been looking at those wild 


” 


nothing more to say? 
“T place myself in a comfortable position in the easiest chair in 


the house and prepare to spend an hour listening to her say it.” 


Treason! 

PPLEBY: What was the trouble at the meeting of the 
Landlords’ Association last night? I heard a frightful 
racket when I went by and loud cries of “ Judas!” and “ Bene- 
dict Arnold!” 
Mapitinc: Panderson was being expelled. He had heen 
found guilty of making a one and one-half per cent. reduction 


in his rents 
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BOYS WILL 





BE BOYS 


Cultivating Onginality 


ern the lines spoken by successful actors in successful 
plays, one can see that the producers have ever in mind the 
cultivation of freshness and strength in dramatic art. Listen- 
ing, one cannot help thinking how stimulating it must be for 
playwrights, those keen students of the people, to go to the 
theatre and hear the characters talking like real Americans. 
Take the plays about artists for an example. In them the 
girl always says to the artist: “I only wanted to be some small 
inspiration to you in your wuck.” Real strength is shown by 
the playwrights using the word “some,” in spite of the danger 
from shifted emphasis; be it said for the craft, the line as 
given is almost universal in studio plays. A little later, in the 
proposal scene, the girl usually remarks : “ Gawd has been vurry, 


vurry good in giving you to me; I don’t know what I have done 


to deserve such happiness.” The variations of this are too well 
known to need repetition 

After a while, when she has shot somebody up, her defense 
is: “Everything went red |black|, and when I came to, | was 
in jail [hospital, youah ahms, etc.|].” Here the man mutters, 
“ Pooah little gull.” After the trial, when the murder has been 


made all right and arrested mental development shown to | 


ea 
lovely thing in woman, the artist confesses his scarred past, but 
makes it up by saying: “ You appealed to all the best that was 
in me.” That being the case, she overcomes her impulse to 
refuse him finally, and he says: “We bhettah goo home now, 


little gull.” 


THE WORM TURNS 























Sporty StrRancer: See that aero- 
plane looping the loop! 


You can har: ly see it 
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He Knows It All 


Y way of respite from the serious busi- 
ness of novel-writing, Mr. H. G. Wells 


has devoted some leisure hours to 
framing an “ Outline of History,” which 
fills two majestic volumes, and takes note 
of everything that has happened from the 
Paleozoic period to the World’s War. It 
is a large order, but the work betrays no 


Mr. Wells 


over the reptiles, and plays with primitive 


symptoms of haste. lingers 
man, as though he had no further to go. 
He finds time throughout his pages for 
the loquacious and enlightening anecdotes, 
banished as unauthentic by dull historians. 
He throws into high relief those vigorous 
and compelling figures who have con- 
trolled the destinies of the race. 

The more 
compelling they are, the more animated 


becomes his 


These last he does not love. 


distaste. Emerson says 


largely: “Great men taken up in any way 


Mr. 


criti- 


are profitable companions”; but 
Wells finds them disedifying. He 
cizes Alexander from the standpoint of 
modern socialism, and the Conqueror can- 
not be thus interpreted. Czsar shocks 
him so deeply by that sad affair with 
that he thinks of little 


The great superman of the world becomes 


Cleopatra else. 
in his eyes an immoral and attitudinizing 
old Roman “who has been magnified and 
dressed up for the admiration of careless 
and uncritical readers.” 

As for Napoleon, the 
triumph is laid bare. He 


secret of his 
was what he 
was because he dared to be “a scoundrel 
Most of us 


and 


bright and complete 
constrained less, 


then, to 


are more or now 


and serve God and our fellow 


men, to do things disinterestedly, to be- 
have decently when no one is watching us. 


He was not so constrained.” 





Was it really as simple as this? Was 
nothing more needed for the conquest of 


Why, 


hanged or guillotined who can show a 


Europe? every year men are 
dazzling record of unconstrained and in- 
decent scoundrelism. Yet among so m 
sinners there has been but one Napokl 

of whom his enemy said, “ He has thro 

a doubt on all past glory; he has made 
all future renown impossible.” 

Mr. Wells is a conscientious iconocl 
He explains painstakingly that he can: 
“out of insincere deference to the possible 
Muhammad as 


Moslem reader,” describe 


other than “vain, egotistical, tyrannous 
warns those 
who hark back to the 

that had they been 
“plumped down into the Athens of Peri 


cles, they would have found themselves in 


and a self-deceiver.” He 


’ 


‘dreaming souls’ 


glory of Greece 


very much the atmosphere of the lower 


sort of contemporary music-hall.” And 
at some of us who would like to hold 

to what we have, he hurls this degrading 
comparison: “ There is no reason for re 


garding the American Constitution as a 
thing more final and unalterable than the 
pattern of that 


shadows many New York thoroughfares, 


street railway over- 
or the excellent and homely type of hous: 
architecture which still. prevails in, Phila- 
delphia.” 

Truth observed re- 
like 
their Constitution is that nobody but Lord 
Bryce understands it.” 


A caustic writer in 


cently that “what Americans about 


that 


Lord Bryce is not 


Now we see 
Truth can err. 
the only 


even 
give us 
points, and not the only Englishman pre- 


Englishman who can 
pared to give us counsel. 
Counsel we take to 


The incisive wisdom of the prac- 


may sometimes 
heart. 
tical be better cor 

Wells’s brief 
It is the 
universal bad manners of the present day 


intelligence cannot 


veyed than in one of Mr 


concluding sentences: almost 
which makes race intolerable to race.” 


Aanes Repplier J 


An American? 
HE: I want a license for my little dog 
“ And what kind of a dog is it?” 
“Well, Fido’s mother was a Portugues 
poodle, but Fido was born in this coun- 
try.” 


Those Care-Free Days 


* tea 


were 


In the days of Moses the people 


governed by ten command- 


ments. 


Dus: What! Only ten? 
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H.G. Wells (to starving Russian novelist) : 


YOUR CONDITION IS DEPLORABLE, BUT AT LEAST YOU 


HAVE THE SATISFACTION OF KNOWING THAT YOU HAVE ABOLISHED PRIVATE PROPERTY 
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Any Motorist to His Mrs. 

Y dear, the confidence which you 
Repose in me is so implicit, 

That, were it something I could do, 

| vow I'd step right up and kiss it 
And yet the shadow of a doubt 


In our bright sunlight keeps appearing, 


Which tells me, when we motor out, 


That you mistrust my charioteering. 


My steady hand upon the wheel 
And nimble feet among the pedals 
Would make a man less modest feel 
Like decking his facade with medals. 
But when we twain together ride, 
In spite of all my dashing skill, you 
Behave as if you thought that I'd 
Deliberatcly planned to kill you. 


I know, before the words are born, 
What you will say at certain placcs, 
Of how | never blow my horn 
\nd how insanely fast my pace ts. 
I know you'll point out every tree 
As if it harbored Death, the Reaper, 
Implying that you drive with me 


Because you think I need a keeper. 


As prophets in their own demesnes 
\re usually underrated, 
So husbands in their own machines 
Are similarly estimated. 
And though I cannot feel delight 
To have you thus my prowess question, 
I recognize your wifely right 


To auto-critical suggestion. 


a 


rata 
“ 


YES, BUT HE MUST HAVE CHANGED A 


HERE COMES MY FIANCE, SALLY. 
LOT WHEN YOl 


‘hr & -: 


But one thing really must be said, 

And memorized with great precision, 
To wit, that if you fill my head 

With all these ideas of collision, 
Some day there'll be a smash, | know 

And if we both come safely through it, 
And you remark, “I told you so,” 

I'll counter with 


“You drove me to it.’ 
George S. Chappell. 


Higher Mathematics 
INCE January, 1919, a total of 253,007 
acres of land has been acquired in [-ng- 
landand Wales for the use of ex-service men. 
The combined area of England and 
That of the 


(continental) is 3,025,640 


Wales is 58,324 square miles. 
United States 
square miles—a little over fifty-one times 
as much. Manifesting a mild form of in- 
sanity, we suggest that there are 12,903,- 
351 acres (51 X 253,007) of United States 
soil for the use of ex-service men of the 


American army. 


Destiny 
io ARS ago a baby born with a silver 
spoon in its mouth was considered 
fortunate. 
But now one born with curly hair is 


luckier. He becomes a movie star in time 





“I'VE got to drop everything and go to 
the train to meet my aunt.” 
“The rich aunt?” 


“Well, she’s rich cnough to mect.” 





ISN’T HE HANDSOME?’ 
DESCRIBED HIM TO ME 


LAST WEEK, HE WAS SHORT AND STOUT.” 


Un-English English 

WISH somebody would consult a oui 

board and find out why it is that 
many of those who are writing Engli 
don’t stick to English and don’t obey 
laws of English. Perhaps a ghost fr 
out the past could explain the strang 
craving that obsesses the half-educat 
and the over-educated to deck their word 
in foreign frills; and even those who a 
truly educated fall from grace now a! 
again. Here, for example, is Miss Car 
lyn Wells, who has just edited a welcom 
Book of Humorous 


therein moved to call the necessary in- 


Verse and who is 
dexes which make her compilation mor 
easily consultable, indices. Now index 


a good, honest English word, and wil 
should its sturdy Englishry be disguis 
by inflicting on it a Latin plural? 

And campus is a good, honest English 
word which for now nearly a century has 
heen used here in America as a name f 
the grounds in which the buildings of 
Nobody thinks of 


campus as an exotic vocable. But not long 


college are situated 
ago I was grieved, pained, irritated a1 
disgusted to read in the columns of th: 
New 
college presidents frequenting the 
Campi? I thought that fora and 
stadia were the ultimate limit of pedantic 


York Evening Post a remark about 
campt 


Gosh! 


affectation, but campi—well, campi— _ [I 
can’t finish the sentence to my satisfac- 
tion, as my vocabulary is not equal to it.] 

In this same New York Evening Post, 
once edited by William Cullen Bryant, | 
recently about a new 


read a_ headline 


board walk at Coney Island, part of the 
cost of which was to be borne by con- 
Why should not this con- 


tribution be made by the concessionaries? 


cessionaires. 


Why should anyone gallicize concession- 
ary into concessionaire and not gallicize 
missionary into missionaire? Perhaps that 
will also gladden my eyes in the sweet 
ny-and-by. Perhaps somebody will start 
a Society for the Supply of Missionaires 
to Cannibal Countries. 


B. M. 


Progress > 

RIEND: What do you think of these 
modern business methods ? 

RetTIRED OLp Man: Rot! 


Say, in my time we'd have a cyclone, a 


BusINEss 


flood and a fire all at once, and we'd keep 
on doing business just the same: and 
nowadays if some minor clerk loses a 
card from the index-file it ties up the 
whole establishment. 


RS. HATTERSON: Shopping? 


Mrs. Catrerson: No. Buying. 
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THE NIGHTLY LINE 


Teacher: 
Young Oscar (pussled): 1 DUNNO 


A Pennyworth 


OVE sat one night on the edge of the sea. 
With only the candles of the stars 
To light the world, 
None knew he cried. 


Love’s tears were bitter because he was poor. 
“Life is a slot-machine,” he moaned, 





“And I have no money—no money.” 
Then the moon slipped out of the purse of the night, 
Round as a bright, new penny. 
Love dried his tears, and stared and stared. 
“Why, look,” he shouted and laughed with glee, 
“Why, look what I’ve found! I’m as rich as can be. 
There’s nothing at all I cannot buy 
With this bright gold penny!” 

Carolyn Hall. 





OWEVER the voting for the unknown candidates for the 

Hall of Fame goes, there will be no public clamor as long 

as they don’t select any Prohibitionists, profiteers, landlords, 
congressmen or lady golf professionals. 


WHAT, OSCAR, IS THI 


ANCIENT ORDER OF THE BATH? 
JOHNNY USUALLY COMES FIRST, THEN WILLIF, THEN THF BABY, 


Diplomatic Definitions 
VTELLECTUAL—A deferential gentleman who never ad- 
mits that he knows anything or any subject. Personal 
Modesty. Aprés vous 
Fourflusher—Sincerity in a sack suit. The ideal truste 


A lover of nature and home. 


See reliability; honor; virtue. 

Teacher—A modern Croesus—one with money to burn. On 
of any number of capitalists. See limousine, steam yacht, 
coupons, government bonds. 

Politician—A _ far-seeing altruist whose word is his bond: a 
self-sacrificer. Anyone who considers himself last. Albany 
and Washington papers, please copy. 

Apartment.—An empty space—a void. 

Cellar.—Any dry spot. Open and aboveboard. Publicity 

New York.—An Island paradise—the only place in America 

Safety first. 


Bolshevist—A fireside guardian and child protector. Peace 


where one may get something for nothing. 


lover. Beauty without whiskers. Any open works. See 


toiler, gentleman, altruist. 


Another Ford Joke 
BD igtel are school-teachers like Ford cars?” 


Secause they give the most service for the least money. 
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First Show Girl: you SAY YOU’RE GOING OUT TO SUPPER AFTER 
THE SHOW TO-NIGHT? WHO WITH? 
Second Show Girl: HE INVITED ME OVER THE ’PHONE, I DIDN’T 


CATCH THE NAME, 


The Last Cigarette in the World 


HE most powerful man in the world leaned for- 
ward in his massive chair, deep in profound study. 
On the library grate before him burned a crack- 
iing wood fire, the only light in his Fifth 
Avenue mansion. On an oak table at his 
side lay a cigarette, a match and a revolver. 






It was the last cigarette he would ever see 
The world-wide prohibition against smoking 
had caused a ruthless extermination of nico- 
tine. He well knew how successful it had 
been, for his agents had combed the four 
corners of the globe. 

He considered the last cigarette, now worth 
the ransom of a king. On the day of the 
final prohibition against smoking, twenty years before, he had 
said to the great steel magnate, “ Dunlap, I have laid up a hun- 
dred thousand cigarettes. When I smoke the last one I will 
shoot myself.” He had renewed that vow with each cigarette. 
How rapidly they had disappeared! And yet—he had meant it 
then; he meant it now. Fear dared not contest his will. 

He had reached the end of the trail, his mind still firm. He 
mused half regretfully. He wished it might have been other- 
wise. For twenty years his dominating personality had inter- 
posed a bulwark against which the scarlet tide of anarchy had 








beat vainly. It had worn the strength of the mightiest man 
in the world. The tide had started to recede. Another year 
and civilization would be safe. If he died, his funeral pyre 
would be the city kindled by his enemies. 

He broke off meditation and lighted the cigarette. He smoked 
it slowly, as befitted the last cigarette measuring the shortening 
span of his life. 

In his little room Hendrix, the butler, was inspecting a carved 
sandalwood box, a half-smoked cigarette between his fingers. 
“Just three hundred and sixty-five left,” he chuckled, “and 
the master never suspected me of taking them.” He raised his 
head and dropped the box into his drawer. He opened the door 
and started downstairs. “Those falling logs will annoy the 
master, popping like a pistol shot.” 


As the Movie Press Agents Would Write It 

FA ea morning, Jonesy!” exclaimed Branch Manager Trux- 

ton de Haviland of the Apathe Distributing Corporation, 
long-time director of the famous Knockout Comedies, and who 
achieved even greater heights with his masterly spectacles in 
some of the greatest enterprises ever undertaken in the history 
of the motion picture, as he ran into a boyhood friend one day 
just as he was entering the palatial offices of the mammoth 
million-dollar plant of the Apathe company. 





wes a man gets fifty dollars a week he tells his wife that 
he gets forty; his friends that he gets one hundred, and, 
oh, what he tells the tax assessor! 





She: WHY ARE YOU SO WORRIED? 
He: HERE COMES MY BOSS HE LOATHES DRINKING, AND, 
IN ORDER TO KEEP MY JOB, I HAVE SPENT HOURS CONVINCING 
HIM THAT I'M ONLY AN INCURABLE CLOVE FIEND. 
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Lot’s Servant: 


Lot: 


A Phrase Book for Flappers 


(A continuation of Lire’s compact com- 
pendium of clever remarks, collected for 
the benefit of all sub-débutantes, débu- 
tantes, ex-débutantes, and those who like 
to believe that they are still débutantes at 
heart.) 

HAT could be sweeter?—A passable 
means of indicating mild approba- 
Be sure that you don’t appear too 
enthusiastic when saying it—for enthusi- 


GREAT BEELZEBUB ! 


tion. 


asm went out of fashion along with cha- 
perons and the notion that a girl may 
not kiss a man to whom she has not the 
faintest intention of becoming engaged. 
tell etc.—This make 
clever addition to your “line,” and it is 


You ‘om, will a 


’ 
especially effective in that it lends itself 
at 
For instance, after you feel that you have 


to alteration and renewal any time. 
said, “ You tell ’em, cabbage; you've got 
the head,” to a sufficient number of your 
friends, you can switch to “ You tell ’em, 
Shetland; I’m a little hoarse,” with ab- 
solutely devastating effect. 

Ain't 


this to express your emotions when first 


nature grand?—You should use 
you look out over the Grand Canyon, or 
the Vale of 


scenic wonder. 


Cashmere, or some other 


It will prove conclusively 


that you are not a slave to sentiment 


which is another of those qualities that 
passed out with the Victorian er 
My dear, it was simply hectic!—This 


THOUGHTLESSNESS 


1181 


SIR, YOUR WIFE HAS TURNED INTO A PILLAR OF SAI 

WHY COULDN'T IT BE SUGAR INSTEAD? IT’S MUCH HARDEI GET 
eloquent little sentence may be employed whom, for one reason or another, 
to describe any event which you have at- want to curry favor) gets off a joke 


tended—a dance, a wedding, a tea fight, 
When 
you are asked to tell what the affair was 


a theatre party or a football game. 
like, you need say no more than this. In 
fact—there is nothing more to say. 
Don’t that?—The 
query when 


you LOVE foregoing 


is for use someone (with 


turn to any third party who happens to | 


handy, spring the question, and 


serve to cover over the fact that you ar 


unable to laugh very convincingly at tl 


quip. From then on, your sense of humor 
will he described as “ keen.’ 
Robert E. Sherwood 








Fa | AANA 7" || 





XUM 





**“A Gentleman to 








LiF & 


t Life Pub. Co. 


rigi 





3 2 RNS SS 
y QA Saees . SSS ~ SOX ~ ~ : 
4 





1183 


De? & - 

















See You, Miss” 
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London Offices, Rolls House, 


HERE 
resident of Albany, N. Y., who 


was once a_ hardened 
said there were two annual holidays 
he always kept. One was 
Christmas and the other 
was the anniversary of 
the great storm that blew 
the Pilgrim Fathers off 
the coast of New York 
and onto the coast of 
Massachusetts. 

These 


close 


anniversaries 
come together. 

&: The Pilgrims landed on 
December 21st (Forefathers’ Day), which 
must have been soon after the storm. 
Only exceptional people commemorate the 
storm, but this being the three hundredth 
year since the landing, Forefathers’ Day 
will have something like national recog- 
nition this year, and the flags will be out, 
including, one hears, the British flag once 
more on the Union Club. 


1 » 
ney 


had it abundantly and strong in quality. 


The Pilgrims’ long suit was faith 
Their defect which was the basis of th 
Albany man’s dissatisfaction with them 
was that, true to their day and derivation, 
they were puritans, and fairly strict about 
it, though less cantankerous, it may be, 
than their brethren who landed later in 
the neighborhood of Boston. Their ac- 
tual descendants are liable to be neither 
strong in the faith nor puritanical in de- 
portment, but their spiritual descendants 
abound, and are apt to disclose both char- 
acteristics. To them, doubtless, we owe 
Prohibition, which the original puritans 
would not have dreamed of, and to them 
we also owe, no doubt, the current explo- 
sion in favor of a puritan Sunday. 

The old puritans, whether in England 
or America, had about as much of Juda- 
ism in them as of Christianity, and in par- 
ticular were very Sabbatical, and prone to 
try to observance of 


make up in strict 





“While there is Life there’s Hope” 
Published by 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Breams Bldgs., 
17 West Thirty-first Street, New York 


Sunday, and strict regulation of every- 
body, what they lacked in toleration and 
charity. 

If the Reverends Bowlby and Crafts, 
who inherit some of their characteristics, 
can put the puritan Sunday over on us, 
we shall get some good of it just as we 
get some good of prohibition. Probably 
they won’t be able to do it, but we will 
do well to regard their attempts with phil- 
osophical equanimity, remembering what 
a lot of urgent people are loose just now 
in a stricken world, and how natural it 
is for them to regard us all as the corpora 
vila of experiment. Our liquor situation 
when Prohibition swooped down on us was 
none too good, and our Sunday, as we 


urselves in 


know and use it, is quite like « 
being no better than it should be. 

And perhaps the Rev. Bowlby and his 
accomplices are doing us a service in try- 
ing to make this country a little less pleas- 


ant. To 


about three-fourths and discourage Sun- 


pare down the Sunday papers 


day travel would not really ruin us in the 


little while it would last, and for a lit- 


tle while just now anything that abates 
joy and makes our land look gloomy to 
the Europeans may help to defend us 
from too great an incursion of admiring 
aliens, of whom, one hears, about fifteen 
millions are 


meditating descent on us 


from Europe alone. 





N ! ly — 
§ 


RECISELY what the relation of Sun- 








day is to what we know as the Chris- 
tian religion is a great mystery that is 
always in process of investigation and al- 
ways being elucidated to suit the tastes, 
habits and propensities of the eclucidator. 


The Jewish Sabbath was as definite and 


London, E, 
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precise as a steel trap. The Christian 
Sunday is more like the income-tax law 
you have to feel your way into it. It is 
the Jewish Sabbath a day late, and modi 
fied by the suggestion ‘that it was made 
for man. Out of it, as out of the rest of 
his days, man is to get what good he 
can, going after it according to his lights. 
But he must not use his Sunday in a way 
that hinders other folks from getting a 
reasonable use and benefit out of theirs 
The trouble with Bowlby and his kind is 
a limitation of that 


them suppose that their Sunday is the 


knowledge makes 
Perfect Day, and insist on putting it over, 
if they can, on people whom it would 
suit. The one point on which there will 1 
genuine agreement is that to knock 


work one day in every seven is a grat 


it 


thing and fit to be cherished and protect: 


even by law. 





Foch everyone had advised him not 

to, and given convincing reasons why 
he should not, Senator Harding, on his 
way home from the West Indies, went to 
the Senate and made a speech. It was 
a very nice little speech, in good taste and 
showing a good spirit. Taking affection- 
ate leave of his late colleagues, he de- 


clared his when he becomes 


President, to be as mindful of the Sen- 


purpose, 


ate’s responsibilities as he has been jeal- 
ous of them as a Senator. “But I mean 
at the same time,” he said, “to be just as 
insistent about the responsibilities of the 
executive.” ‘ 

That happened on December 6th, when 
Congress met. The next day President 
Wilson sent his annual message to Con- 
gress, and that also has been well received 


Wilson 


by almost everyone. Mr. wrot 
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like a man whose spirit was at peace with 
itself. The burden of his message was 
“Have Faith!” 
and he ended it by saying: 


It was a short message, 


I have not so much laid before you a 
series of recommendations, gentlemen, 
as sought to utter a confession of faith, 
of the faith in which I was bred and 
which it is my solemn purpose to stand 
by until my last fighting day. I believe 
this to be the faith of America, the 
faith of the future, and of all the vic- 
tories which await national action in 
the days to come, whether in America 
or elsewhere. 

What does he mean by the faith in 
which he was bred, and which it is his 
purpose to stand by until his last fighting 
day? Evidently he means faith in the 
United States and faith in democracy, for 
Sut that is not all. 
He was bred in faith in more than that; 


he was bred in those. 


in the faith that is implied when people— 
Keynes, for example—speak of him as a 
Presbyterian, that was implied when Lire 
poke of him, long ago, as a Presbyterian 
Jefferson. Of course, that faith is much 
more than can be defined as “Presbyte 
rian,” but he has it; a religious confidence 
that has been the driving force of his 
whok career. 

Dr. Butler said, the other day, in the 
course of his criticism of the times and 
of the colleges: “It is significant that in 
this period of vigorous and able-hodied 
reaction the world should be without a 








THE INTERLOPER 


poet, without a philosopher and without a 
Mr. Wilson can 


hardly be described as a poet, nor yet as 


notable religious leader.” 


a philosopher, but while he remains alive 
Dr. Butler’s contention that the world is 
without a notable religious leader invites 
argument at least. The thing that has 
found expression in his great political 
policies and in his passion for democracy, 
and in his progressiveness, is essentially 
religion. He has been a notable religious 
leader whose religion has expressed itself 
politically. 





Sac 


Sa 
M* WILSON’S recommendations for 
tl 7 i 


1e work of Congress in the pres- 





ent session were all excellent and timely. 
He urged that we should set an example 
of sound democracy to Europe by laws 
to secure its full right to labor and yet 
safeguard the integrity of property, and 
by standing for right and justice as to- 
wards individual nations. Then more 
specifically he called for better democratic 
housekeeping and especially for the 
budget system, which the House has al- 
ready passed and which can be adopted 
at once if the Senate will pass it. He 
talked about finance and said our pres- 
ent showing was not bad: urged economy, 


and “immediate consideration of the re 


vision of our aX iW 
the si plifticati« ot 

tax had become 
S ty.” We ill will sa 
begged for le 
ervice Nec! d 1st 
to Armenia, at yg 
the Philippit ut 
Illusions to dye s 
torage 

The Presi t sal 
Treaty except s ne 
sion to it into his rem 
ciples and duties of d 
York thinks it 


tile for him to talk 


the League of Nati 
the Treatv of Peace 
Mavbe so. But th 


reported “from a 
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The Blight Before Christmas 


HE inhibitions of the Christmas season have descended on 


Broadway, and the only business to come before the meet- 
ing this week is ea hold-gver from last week’s batch, “ The 
Broken Wing.” 

No matter when this play was written, it suffers by coming 
to New York after “The Bad Man,” or rather, New York 
suffers. Its leading character, the Mexican bandit-general, is 
so closely akin to the bandit leader in “ The Bad Man” that 
comparisons are inevitable at every line, and Messrs. Dickey 
and Goddard have furnished Alphonz Ethier nothing to work 
with which could give him the better of a comparison with 
Holbrook Blinn. It ts doubtful if any 
author could give any actor good enough 
material to place him beside Holbrook 
All of which is un- 
fortunate for Mr. Ethier, as he is a very 


Blinn in this part. 


pleasing actor. 

The chief claim of “ The Broken Wing” 
to distinction is the charming scene in 
which a_ full-sized airplane crashes 
through the wall of a Mexican dwelling 
right into the living-room. The complete 
collapse of what seems to be the entire 


west wall of the theatre gives you hope 





at first that perhaps some accident really 
has happened, and that you have, by an 
act of God, been delivered from the neces- 
sity of hearing three more acts of a Mexi- 
can girl speaking broken-English slang. 
3ut no (mais non)! It is simply a re- 
markably realistic stage trick, and the play 
goes right on just as if nothing had hap- 
pened. It has some very amusing points 
and some interesting situations, with a 
double handspring at the end, and will 
Especially 
pleasing to many in the audience is the 


probably be a big success. 


boasting reference of an American that 

Uncle Sam is just about ready to go into 

Mexico an@ clean the place up. It goes 

without saying, of course, that those who 

applaud this sentiment so vigorously are s 
quite ready to drop their business and 

become members of the expeditionary 

forces when the time comes. 


hr} tr 1 





T is too long a story to tell how it came 
about that this department got into 
communication with George Bernard 


Shaw. I will therefore tell it. 


+¥r ust 


“hi & : 


A letter from Mr. Shaw has just arrived commenting on 
remarks made in these columns anent an over-enthusiastic audi- 
ence spoiling the performance of a play by ill-timed applause. 
Quoting from the Shaw letter in an off-hand manner: 

“T wish you would start a campaign algainst the interruption 
of plays by applause and laughter. Ymagine an orchestral 
symphony stopped every three bars of so by the audience 
brawling their delight at a pretty progression or a rousing 
fortissimo, as operas are interrupted in “aly. I have had per- 
formances of my plays prolonged for twenty-five minutes be- 
yond the rehearsal time by incontinent hee-hawings from the 
very people who complain afterwards that they had to leave 
before the end to catch their trains. As to acting, it is impos- 
sible under such circumstances, except by snatches. I have 
twice appealed to the London public to treat my plays as sensibly 
as they treat Wagner’s music dramas, and not make a noise 
until the curtain is down.” 

With but slight attempt to conceal the inordinate pride felt 
by this department at having been designated from No. 10 Adel- 
phi Terrace to carry on the American end of the anti-audience 
campaign, let it be stated that nothing could be nearer our 
departmental heart. 

Why should a critic spend all his time picking flaws with 














FRANCES STARR IN “ONE” 








when fully as much 
the 
rabble in dinner jackets 


people on the stage 
harm is being done to the 
drama by the 


cause of 
and evening gowns out front? 

They have paid their good money and 
they are going to get it back in trade. So 
they loudly applaud every line that pleases 
ory that if they 


them, evidently on the ti 


make enough noise it will be repeated .in. 


minutes for their benefit. 
the 


star enters, 


a few 
hold 


favorite 


They 


up performance when their 
and prevent anyone 
from speaking a line until they have ex- 
to the utmost by 


beating the palms of their hands together. 


pressed their feelings 
They think that practically everything in 
the play is funny, and laugh accordingly. 
If they happen to like a song or a dance, 


ON FID 
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‘ 
wing to the time it takes to print LIFE, 
readers should verify from the daily news- 
papers the continuance of the atiractions at 
the theatres mentioned, 


More or Less Serious 


Bijou—“ The Skin Game.” Galsworthy’s 


interesting and well-built drama of class 
antagonism in England. 

Frazee —‘ The Woman of Bronze.” Mar- 
garet Anglin making something else again 


out of a conventional triangle struggle by 
her superb emotional acting. 

Garrick —“ Heartbreak: House.” Shaw at 
his best in spots—and wordiest in others 
Altogether a delightful, if over-long, even 
ing, culminating in three very loud explo 
sions 

Greenwich Village. —“Samson and De 
lilah.” As fine a piece of tragic acting as 
has been seen for years, the first contribu 
tion of the Russian actor Ben-Ami to the 
English-speaking stage. The play itself is 


an interesting example of the Scandinavian 


unhap py home school 





Maxine Elliott’s—*“ Spanish Love.” Show 
ing that you have no chance of winning 
maid in sunny Andalusia unless you can 


fight and snarl and stamp your feet. 
Morosco.—“ The Bat.” There will be a 
special matinee of this crime melodrama for 
the benefit of the New York police force in 
order that they may get some inside dope 
on how a clever criminal functions, and per 


haps an idea as to where to look for him 
when the show is over. 

Playhouse. —“ Thy Name Is Woman.” 
Mary Nash and José Ruben in something 
Spanish, with the final curtain showing the 


bride dressed with the 
as 


conventional dagger. 


Times Square —“ The Mirage.” All about 


the girl who comes to New York from Erie, 
Pa., and finds how easy it is to make good, 
to the horror of the unpleasantly virtuous 
beau from home. Florence Reed does all 
she can, but somehow we seem to have 
heard it all before 
Comedy and Things Like That 

af stor. * Cornered.” To be rey iewed 
next week 

Belmont. —“ French Leave Mr. and 
Mrs. Coburn in a war play which suffers 
from the fact that the war is now over. 

Booth. —“ The Prince and the Pauper.” 
\ beautifully staged dramatization of the 


Mark Twain story, with William Faversham 


LIFE 


they make it impossible for the 
go on until they 
with 


to 

have gorged themselves 
And the f it 
smile in a knowing manner as they 


They 


piece 


encores worst < is 


they 
do it, 
even look about them for approval. 

And 
coughers. 
to 


showing that it is deliberate. 


then, of course, there are the 
This department will continue 
until 
h 
the 
the 


would be much bet- 


wage war against them every 


bronchial sufferer exercises his unques 


tioned prerogatives under Constitu- 


stays home from theatre. 
the 
everyone, 
of 


tion and 
In fact, 
off if 


and a 


theatre 


ter with the exception of 


me few my friends, stayed at 


home. And even 


then I should like to go 
alone once in a while. 
Robert C. 


Bene hley. 





furnishing clanking romance enough for any 
ten theatre-parties of young ladies. There 
is nothing in it to offend young gentlemen 
for that matter. 

Broadhurst. —‘‘ When We Are Young.” 
Henry Hull and Alma Tell just bubbling 
over with excess spirits, but not a great 
deal else 

George M. Cohan.—“ The Tavern.” Ro 
mantic drama worked into a frenzy of bur 
lesque in the most glorious insanity imagin 
able. A notable event in the theatre, thanks 

Mr. Cohan, Arnold Daly and an excellent 
cast 

Cohan and Harris. “Welcome, Stran 
ger.” A somewhat inexpensive but interest 
ing rustic drama, showing how race preju- 
dice reacts on a narrow community 

Comedy.—‘“ The Bad Man.” Holbrook 
Blinn as a charming Mexican bandit whose 
satire is helped along by an excellent aim. 

Eltinge —“ Ladies’ Night.” Practically the 
only play in town which would justify th 
charge of obscenity against the theatre, and 
probably the only play visited by investiga 
tors. It is crowded wit he them every night 

Empi - - M irs Rose § be re iewed 
later. 

Forty-cighth Street —“ T roken Wing.’ 


Reviewed in this issue. 


Fulton.“ Enter Madame.” Delightfully 


acted and well written comedy of domestic 
life in temperamental circles. 
Gaiety —“ Lightnin’.” Only the old cross 


ing-sweeper in Longacre Square remembers 
what was at the Gaiety before Frank Bacon 
brought this play in. He says he thinks it 
was either “ The Black Crook” or “ The Two 
Orphans.” 

Henry Miller—*“ Just Suppose.” A 
ing Prince of Wales falls in love with a Vir 
ginia girl, and they both get very sentimen 
tal about it, Princes of Wales and Vir- 
ginia girls always do. But it is rather nicely 
done 

Hudson. —“ The 
World.” George M. 
person, enlivening ar 
comedy. 

Little—“ The First Year.” Just about 
true a picture of your own home life as you 
and your own family could act out on the 
stage. And it couldn’t be much funnier. 

Lyceum.—‘“ The Gold Diggers.” Ina 
Claire in a vivid picture of how a certain 
type of chorus girl makes both ends meet 

Nora Bayes —“ Three Ghosts.” 
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/“LET NOT THY LEFT HAND KNOW WHAT THY 





= $185° 


PER TON 








LAUGH AND GROW FAT. 











LIFE’S Choice 
The Best Six Current Books 
Blind, by Ernest Poole. 
The Inevitable, by Louis Couperus. 
The Sleuth of St. James’s Square, by 
Melville Davisson Post. 





The Autobiography of Margot Asquith. 

In Berkshire Fields, by Walter Prich- 
ard Eaton. 

Talks to Writers, by Lafcadio Hearn. 





HE wife problem: In Louis Couperus’s 


novel of Rome and the French Riviera, 


The Inevitable (Dodd, Mead), the 


young 


Dutch baroness divorces her husband, but 
later discovers a “ reality deep down inside ” 
her which brings her back to him; she de- 
nies that he has “hypnotized” her. But 
Irene, wife of Soames Forsyte in John Gals- 
worthy’s Jn Chancery (Scribner), announces 
that “ only aversion lasts.” 

Relativity (Holt), by Albert Einstein, 
makes gravitation look like a mere Freudian 
wish of Isaac Newton’s. Humbly we Iook 
for mathematical physics yet to explain the 
desire of the star. Better 
whet your appetite fcr this book on Edwin 
E. Slosson’s Easy Lessons in Einstein ( Har- 
court). 

The Americanization 
(Scribner) is Bok’s 


the moth for 


of Edward Bok 
autobiography. The 
Horatio Alger of it would be: Slow But 
What Ladies’ Home Journalism 
Has Done for America. 


The novel, 


Sure, or, 


Undergrowth (Dutton), is of 


interest only because Francis Brett Young, 


RIGHT HAND DOETH.” 





who wrote it in collaboration with his 
brother, Eric, has since grown: to artist- 
stature and given us The Crescent Moon 


(Dutton). 

No? Then, thrice 
undoubtedly, you should read the inspira- 
tional writings of Bruce Barton. 
be you have a job? 
tising. 


Have you a vocation? 


But may- 
And maybe it’s adver- 
In that case you may care to read 
Mr. 
Advertisements (Scribner), by 


a book by 3arton’s partner Vaking 
Roy S. Dur- 
stine, is more interesting than most of the 
ads. 

Vocal, vocational and inspiredly inspira- 
tional: Talks to Writers (Dodd, Mead), by 
Lafcadio Hearn. Selection from Hearn’s 
lectures to Japanese students, made by John 
Erskine. Throws no light on how to sell 
short stories at but will 
hearten to do good 
work. 


$1,000 apiece, 


the man who wants 


(Continued on page 1206) 
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IF SANTA CLAUS HAD EVER COM ro ARLY ,EW 


A Christmas Sonnet 


O§ Christmas Pudding—brow1 
Witl f holl 


ith sprays of scarlet holly for 


Che longings thou dost raise within my breast 














Leap—as the brandied flames which the 


LOCAL GOSSIP Assail my nostrils and my thoughts confound 
HERE wuz a feller in town t’ other day, stranger 1 would I were a Christian Scientist. 
‘round these parts, and he sartinly wuz smarter’n salt That I might tuck thee well beneatl 
. re finge » tal 2 , , ~ he 1e( , r 7 : 
on a sore finger. He told Billy Pipp how he had owned And then deny thee; that is, if I found 


a place down in the city and raised the rents, then sold The : 
hat thou and I were like to disag 

out and bought another and raised the rents, and he . : 
ype yet But how thou'lt act I never can foret 

wuz a-blowin’ an’ spoutin’ like a porpoise. 


Gosh!” sez Bill. “ They need a wideawake, hustlin Sometimes thou art so very real to m 


young feller like you ‘round here,” sez he. “ Why, [hou mak’st me feel in full the pangs of hell! 
thar’s a place down the road a piece whar a lot o’ men 1 dare not face thy tempting—I must flee. 
works an’ they lives close handy by, an’ they’re payin’ So, Christmas Pudding—Greetings and farewell 


the same rent as they done afore the war.”’ “ Indeed,” 
sez the feller. “I might look the place over and buy it.” 
“Ves, sir,” sez Bill; “that’s jest the place for a land 
lord sech as you be.” 

The feller ‘lowed he’d walk down the road and mebbe 
take an option on the place, and Bill told him whicht 
way to go. He didn’t know Bill hed directed him to 


the State Penitentiary. 











PAUL GOOLSD 
- =e 


‘ ~» 4 : ‘1 


MR, PECK AT LAST FINDS A USE FOR THE EAR-MUFFS HIS WIFE 
KNITTED HIM FOR CHRISTMAS OLD GROUCHER’S IDEA OF A MERRY CHRISTMAS 
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Rejection Page 
(Note: The contributions on this page have been rejected. Why? The reader may judge for 
himself. There is a reason in each case. Ali this rejected material is paid for, and its publication 
here is not intended as any reflection upon the authors, among whom are some of LIFe’s most 
valued contributors.) 


Flatterer! Jarring All About Organs 


HANK goodness for “ Rejection Page’’! South Sea Islanders have a curious N organ may be vocal, church, house or 
method of salutation, which is to fling a hand 

; : : jar of water over the head of a friend. . 

For that’s as far as | have got- —Tit-Bits Some organs are bound to make a noise 


Th’ inventor was a wise old sage; 


Rejection always was my lot HE natives of far Polyncsia. in the world; others are not fit for publica- 
: sas . tion, 
Whose habits induce anesthesia, 


P, S.—An envelope I here enclose, Give cack other cold showers There is also the labor organ, which is 
‘Cause this one, too, comes back, I s’pose. When we would send flowers the same. 
Bertha Lloyd Freeman. It makes a warm friendship muah easia. [he movie organ often speaks for itself. 


It is organized for this purpose. 


Now—Altogether—Laugh ! = Jazz so! 


EAR EDITOR: In looking over your 
Ho! Ho! Ha! Ha! 


magazine, I noticed that you seemed 
HERE was a young son of Lythoonia, 





short of material, and most of that was not 
funny. Whose manners grew madder and loonier 

I am sending you by freight a barrel of copy, From sleeping each night 
which you may have at ten dollars a pound. In the pale lunar light, 
As I could not see the point in most of your So they said he’d contracted new-moonia. 
jokes, I have marked the laugh-provoking 


places in mine with an asterisk, for the con- 





Two Warnings 
venience of hurried readers. : i so Ain Bam ; 
a EALOUS MISTRESS: Don’t you dare 
Affectionately, 
Your friend and sympathizer, let my husband catch you under the 
AUGUSTINE ROLFE. 
Sample Joke: 


*A GASSERTION 


mistletoe ! 

Pretty Mai (haughtily): And don’t 
you dare to let my young man catch your 
' 


First Launpress: Why is the moon like husband catching me under the mistletoe 


a gas meter? 
> . 
The Postman’s Christmas 


HEN the postman called on Christmas 


Seconp LaunDREsS: Because it takes no 
time at all for it to run through a quarter. 


morn 





At a mansion old and gray, 








-—_.¢ oe 
Willie's Peculianity 
RS. BENHAM: You can’t get Willie 
to bathe before breakfast 
3ENHAM: No; he says he never washes 





A millionaire came to take the mail, 
PORTRAIT OF A VERY LEVEL-HEADED BUSINESS And said, “ Postman, don’t go ‘’way. 
MAN I think my daughter wants to see you. 
She’s on the upper floor 


Important ! I'll-just run up and call her 


Come in and shut the door.” 


his facé on an empty stomach. 


DITOR of Lire: Our motto: 


United we fall, rejected we stand. 


Sayings of Little Marian 


. . Soon she came tripping down the stairs 
(And, as usual, she was only five years of PI ‘ ae stairs 


‘ath James M Cox With a “greenback” in her hand. 
Franklin D. Roosevelt To the postman it sure did look big; 
—_ dear, what makes you so Al Smith It certainly looked grand. 
sauc to-day?” asked the child’s <2 And as he reached out to take it, 
mother John Barleycorn Thinking how his “roll” it would en 
“T don’t know, mamma.” replied Little Venizelos hance 
Marian, “unless it’s that big dose of saucy- Made in Germar She said, “ Merry Christmas, postman’! 
parilla you gave me this morning.’ The Solid Sout! Please bring some two-cen ‘a amps 
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GIVE A THOUGHT TO CUBA 


THE ANNUAL COCK-FIGHT BETWEEN THE PROVINCES OF ORIENTE AND « 
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December 
N‘ )W Earth lifts up to the unheeding sky 


Her bare, brown arms. The Sun, so late her lover, 


Upon her barren breast cannot discover 


































Promise of life’s resurgent ecstasy) 

In the hoarse tongues of wild birds flying high 
Her requiem is sung—her day is over. 
Spreading its ghostly winding-sheet above her, 


The snow comes softly, with a wistful sigh. 


I seek the meaning of this destined hour, 
Probing the pulseless silence, to discern 
The truth that waits in that white mystery; 
The age-old secret of renascent power 
ln some forgotten lesson to relearn 
The truth that waits in immortality. 
Ethel M. P 


»mreroy. 


Bon Voyage, Brothers! 


EMBERS of the Delta Kappa Epsilon fraternity—other- 


wise known as Dekes—have elected to hold their annual 
convention in: Havana this year, thus going on record as the 
first American college fraternity to select a spot outside the 
United States for its mid-winter rendezvous and exchange of 
What is there about Havana that commends itself to the 
Official Deke litera- 
ture cites a number of reasons, among them the following: 

President Menocal of Cuba is a Cornell Deke. 

President 


grips. 


attention of the dear old college alumnus ? 


Menocal has extended a cordial invitation to the 
brethren to come and spend the holidays with him, ex officio. 

The sea voyage to Cuba is restful and health-giving and in 
every way delightful. 

The climate of Cuba in December is balmy, and the scenery 
is tip-top. 

Havana and environs teem with historic associations and 
traditions dear to the heart of every good American. 

The golf courses there are a joy forever. 

Hotel accommodations are ne plus ultra. 

Etcetera, etcetera, etcetera. 

Never mind the rest. We believe the Dekes have made out 
The trip is undoubtedly constitutional. 


Sacred 


What is the first duty of the newly 


a good case. 


ERRET: . 
official ? 
YADILLOH : 


elected 


To uncover the graft of his predecessor. 
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Fattey: I can’t understand why some folks 
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“ 


OH, MOTHER, | WISH WE COULD HAV! 
THAT ONE!” 


A REAL DOG LIKE 


LIFE’S Title Contest 


( JOD NEWS! The judges of Lire’s $1,000.00 title contest, 

which closed November 3oth, report that they expect to 

be ready to make an important announcement in next week’s 

issue. They hope to announce the date on which the awards 
will be made. 

It has been a great contest. The returns in the closing days 

were unexpectedly large. Altogether more than one hundred 


thousand answers were received. A little patience, and the 


winners will be announced. 
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don’t clean the ice from their sidewalks. 
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Letters from a Multimillionaire 


Containing a Christmas Check to One Among a Number of Close Friends 


I enclose herew ith 


M* DEAR ———: 


my check for twenty-five thousand 


dollars, with my compliments and best 


wishes for your Christmas. But, know- 


ing your delicacy of feeling and your 


independence, I realize 


may bi 


native sense of 


that reluctance o1 


some 


there 
vour part in accepting what may appear 


to you such a large amount. For this 


reason I feel that it is incumbent upon 
me to explain definitely my reasons for 
this action. 

This check is not so much a gift as a 
left it to will. It 


might 


you in my 
that I 


legacy. I 


then occurred to me live 
along for some time, that you were grow- 
ing old with me, and that there was really 


no reason why you should be deprived of 


Sister (spending Christmas in the country) : 


Reasons for Abolishing Christmas 


ECAUSE it is an 
block to 


consulted about it. 


age-old 


progress. 


institution, 
Because organized labor was, never 


Because its message of peace on earth is 


the benefit of it. happened 


just because | 


to stay alive. By giving it to you now 


outright I am getting rid of all court pro- 


cedure, and am forestalling time itself 
It involves no obligation on your part 
You can do as you please with it 

This money is of no earthly value to 


me, It has done all to me that it can do 


It does not actually belong to me. Only 


for a few years have I any power to sa 
what shall be done with it \fter that 
will be redistributed To apportion it 


where I think it will do the most good is 
But 
I have been so fortunate (or unfortunate ) 


after all, only a guess. inasmuch as 
as to have had the opportunity to gather 
it together, I have a right to guess where 
it can be placed to do the most good. No 
matter where I do place it, it will be only 





NOW, BILLY, DON’T 


hence a stumbling 


TEL 
THERE AIN’T NO SANTA CLAUS, CAUSE THEY STILL THINK THERE Is! 


already embodied in the Covenant of the 
Because it is a twenty-four-hour day 


been abolished before. 


1195 

a guess at best. But I feel that 
ing it with you I am not taking so 
chances with it as I might in other ‘ 
You have been honest ,oU 4 
your engagements. You have been cl 
ful and resigned under difficulties \ 
have steadfastly refused to nurs \ 
groucl r \ vat 
you closely 

The most dithcult problem for anv man 
with superfluous cas is to KNOW yw to 
give it away In any event this must 
always be an experiment. If you fail t 
use this money as it ought to be used 
then this will only prove that I have beet 


“11 ‘ 
and Will serve as aA Ssol 


This is 


Faithfully your 


wrong, 
others 


the mos 





GRANDPA AND GRANDMA 


‘ 


| eagzue ol Nations 


Because it has never 


Because the vast majority of the people 


do not want it abolished. 











A CHRISTMAS TALE OF GRANDFATHER'S TRUNK 


1. “ Merry Christmas!” 

2. “It was not like this in our Grand- 
father’s day.” 

3. “Grandfather’s day; That re- 


minds me—” 
“ There’s an old 
the attic.” 


trunk of his in 


5s. “And it hasn’t been opened since 
1865.” 

6. “He had to hide the stuff up here 
because his wife scolded him.” 

7. “And, oh, 
of it!” 


boy, aren’t we proud 


Christmas Should Be for Children 


“(*HRISTMAS,” Mercedes remarked to 


‘ 


me, apropos of nothing, “ should be 
for children.” 

“As long as you don’t apply the con- 
verse of that, my dear,” said I, “I’m with 
Whose children?” 

“Mrs. Lynt’s. 


talk, and we agreed 


you. 
She and I had a long 
“Tt occasionally happens.” 

We both agreed that 
Christmas time should be devoted to one’s 


“Don’t be funny. 
children. She’s been making wonderful 
plans for Teddy Lynt and little Effie and 
the baby—” 


“The mischief she has!” I exclaimed. 
“Ts she going to have a tree?” 
“She thought of that, at first. But a 
tree would clutter up the place so, she 
said. What with everybody running in 
and out for one thing and another, and 
wanting to dance to those new records, 
and the Lynts’ living-room not being so 
very large—” 

“Not so very shaggy,” I said. 
“ Please don’t be funny. Much as. she 
liked the idea of a tree, she had to give 
it up. Then she wanted to give a chil- 


dren’s party Christmas Eve. But she has 


already asked a number of persons over 
for Christmas Eve. She couldn’t possibly 
do both.” 

“Not possibly,” I murmured. 

“She had to give up that idea. She 
thought of giving them a stocking sur- 
prise Christmas morning. But she knows 
she’li never be able to get up Christmas 
morning— ” 

“Tf she did get up,” I suggested, “ she’d 
surprise not only the children, but her- 
self, Ed Lynt, the cook, the waitress—” 

“You're not funny,” decided Mercedes. 
“And of course you know she’s been in- 
vited to the Van Vulps’ 


” 


for Christmas 
dinner. 

“Of course,” I agreed. “ Consequently, 
any idea of turning over the golden hours 
of Christmas morning and afternoon to 
Teddy, little Effie and the baby has also 
had to be reluctantly relinquished.” 

“Tt has,” 
Marge feels terribly about it, too.” 

“What about Christmas night?” I 
asked. “ What idea did Marge have for 
Christmas night that she had to give up?” 


agreed Mercedes. “And 


“Have you forgotten? Everybody is 
coming here, Christmas night, for 


per. 


sup- 
Ed Lynt is going to bring over his 
drum and traps.” 

“Is he?” 


agony. 


I groaned in prospective 
“We talked it all over for a long time, 
and it did look as if Marge, in the rush 
of Christmas preparations, had forgotten 
all about Teddy, little Effie and the baby.” 
“Didn't it, though?” I assented, ami- 
ably. 

“ But Lynt 
isn’t a person to let anything stop her. 
Christmas, she says, should be 
to the happiness of one’s children. 


once she decides, Marge 
devoted 
It is 
their natural right to expect the best of 
And they will 
Marge says she’s going 
to give them a real, old-fashioned Christ- 
mas, tree, 


good times and to get it. 
get it, she says. 
with a and stockings, and 
games, and candy, and cake and loads and 
loads of presents. 1 

“In the name of all miracles, how?” 
I asked. 

“ She’s 
mother’s,” 


send them to her 


said Mercedes. 


going to 
Henry William Hanemann. 


Accretions 


. AVEN’T you been getting some ad- 
ditions to your library?” 
“Oh, no. I persuaded the neighbors to 


bring back a few books.” 





T’S not always the polished man that is 
the brightest. 
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A YOUNG GENTLEMAN OF THE OLD SCHOOL 


Eh, What ? 


E’VE got it! Lire has discovered a method whereby Anglo- 

Saxon fiction can be saved from the demnition bow-wows. 
Let’s have an exchange of novelists. The trouble with the 
English fiction-writers is that they’re always writing English 
stories. Our American novelists confine themselves wholly to 
American topics. Let’s swap novelists with dear old England. 
Let Walpole, Marshall and others come over here with their 
pads and pencils, and we'll send over to England Dreiser, 
Tarkington, Edith Wharton and their like, if there are such. 
We'll thus get some new wine into old bottles that'll tickle our 
innards. Of course, that ante-war transatlantic exchange of 














CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE 


protessors wasn’t a great success. Mal-assimilation of foreig 
erudition played the dickens with some of our American high 
brows. But an exchange of novelists between two English- 
speaking peoples is not the same as swapping a Yankce sag 
for a Herr Professor. What we’re endeavoring to suggest i> 
that the great English novel of the twentieth century should 
written by an American, and the great American novel by a: 
Englishman. 


Easy 

b lse editorial writers and cartoonists are making too much 

of Mr. Harding’s task. The selection of the Cabinet will 
be less difficult than it seems to them. The trouble is they have 
not analyzed the problem. After all, he has only to recognize 
a few well-defined elements; and if he finds this impossibl 
because of the limited number of berths, any of them can bh 
depended upon to sink their own interests for the sake of th 
general welfare. 

The chief among these interests are the Senatorial-Oligarchic, 
Reservationist (three degrees), Deflationist, Expansionist, Pro- 
hibitionist, Alcoholic, Mexico-Recognitionist, Vested-Interestial, 
Sinn Fein, American Federationist, Agriculturist, Industrialist, 
Automobilist, Suffragist and Anti-suffragist. And, of course, 
the Public. 


Playing Safe 
“FYID you go to the races yesterday? I played Falldown, 
Fadeaway and Nogood.” 

“No, I took my money to market and played Cabbage, Ruta- 
baga, and that sterling old favorite Spareribs, and I lost money 
at that.” 

RATOR: My friends, what is the first patriotic inspira- 
tion we must instill into the heart of every immigrant 
when he lands in our glorious country? 


Voice: Teach him to strike for higher wages. 
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@ Fresh! Sweet and clean as a new 
flower is the paper towel we make. 
Sanitary! It has no questionable 
past. Hygienic! No other hand ever 
touches it. Safe! It eliminates towel 
dangers—and reduces towel expenses. 





@ It is remarkable how quickly the Northern paper towel 
absorbs moisture. Soft! And it leaves no lint. The dealer 
from whom you buy wrapping paper and twine will show you 
its superiority—and how it saves. Or write Northern Paper 
Mills, Green Bay, Wis., also makers of fine bathroom papers. 


Notun SP n 
PAPER TOWELS 





























A Competition Among Cnitics 





Mr. H. J. Jennings, once editor of the 
Birmingham Mail, claims to have ritten 
the shortest dramatic criticism ever penned 


‘Last night a play called ‘ Pure As Snow’ 
The Beautiful Irish was produced at the Blank Theatr: It is 


. ‘ a as pure as snow.” 
“ Myself, I love the Irish folk,” says a not as pure as sno 


. “Te His assertion has been disputed, and 
writer in London Opinion. “If I were to be I 


4 


robbed of my pocketbook, I would wish for correspondent attributes the seBowi: very 
an Irishman to be the thief—he would at brief notice to - American critic : 
least tickle my ribs while fumbling in my bs A play by Ll lysses o——= Was played last 
breast pocket; and if I caught him in the night. Heaven will judge him. 
act I am convinced he would succeed in per Equally pointed ne a which once 
appeared in a Manchester journal : 

“Last night Mr. W -’s play was pro- 
duced. Quite a number of people stayed to 
the end.”—Answers (London). 


suading me that his attempt was merely a 





tribute to my air of affluence.” 


Chicago Justice 


Cuicaco JupGeE: So you murdered your 
whole family, eh? Thirty days. ' Long Odds 

PRISONER: Don’t be so hard on me, your - Cassy (to motor-car driver who has 
honor. It was just a small family. bumped into his horse): Ah, yer blanky 


coward! Forty against one! 
—Sidney Bulletin, 


Maybe He Was Right 


—Nashville Tennessean. 


Local Fame 


After an absence of four years a certain 





man went back to visit his old home town ANOTHER H. C. OF L. The other day we saw the driver of a 
The first four people he met didn’t remem- “ MY DEAR, SINCE IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO DRESS small mail truck cussing Burleson on ac 
ber him and the next three didn’t know he MY DOLLS DECENTLY, I NEVER TAKE THEM count of a flat tire—Charles A. Leedy, in 
had been away.—Polo (Mo.) News-Herald. out.”—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). Youngstown Telegram. 

Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, Great Britain, The_ foreign trade supplied from Lire’s London Office, Rolls House, Breams | 
Canada and British Possessions. Title registered in U, S. Patent Office. $5.00 a year ings, London, E. C. Canadian distributor, J. R. Tanguay, 386-388 St. James St 
in advance. Additional postage to foreign countries in the Postal Union, $1.60 a year; Montreal, ( anada. 
to Canada, 80 cents. Single current copies, 15 cents. Back numbers, after three months a contributions will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and add 
from date of publication, 25 cents. Issues prior to 1910 out of print. envetope. 1FE does not hold itself responsible for the loss or non-return 


licited contributions. 
Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior to the da 
issue to be affected. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights in Great Britain 
apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, Fetter Lane, London, E. C., England. 





To Ensure 
“A Merry Christmas to All” 


send them a subscription to 


3°? 











as that means pleasure all the year. Each week | 
| they will rush for Lire to see it first, but as ‘‘he 
Ghee HOMESTEAD who laughs last laughs best’’ it also allows for a 
Hot Springs Virginia booby prize. A laugh is Nature’s panacea for 
New York Booking Office The Ritz Carl many ills. 

Try it and see for yourself. A Christmas Card 
announcing the gift sent upon request. 


Christmas Offer: 


Enclosed find Five Dollars (Canadian $5.80, Foreign $6.60). 
Send Lire for one year to 


With a Christmas Card from 








Lire, 17 West 31st Street, New York. 
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In the main, those who have acquired title 
to LaFayette have enjoyed long associa- 
tion with other cars of high repute. 


They have always assumed high standards 
of reliability and service. 


They have expected smooth running mech- 
anisms, powerful engines and senior 
workmanship. 


It must be rare excellence, indeed, that 
should evoke from such an audience more 
than the common meed of praise. 


LAFAYETTE MOTORS COM! 








~~ 


Yet LaFayette has done this thing. 


In no uncertain terms these men have paid 
tribute to the car. 


In their comparisons they have mentioned 
only cars of very highest rank. 


We should therefore be overmodest not 
to admit much pleasure that our work has 
been so approved. 


Such approval gives us confidence that the 
day will come when you also will want to 
own a LaFayerre. 


t Oars All |npianapou 


AFAYETTE 
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Fore! 
“ There's a train at 4:04,” said Miss Jenny 
tickets I'll take. 
Said the man at the door, 
“Not four for 4:04. 
For four for 4:04 is too many.” 
—California Pelican, 


“ Four Have you any?” 


An International Contest | 
The London Morning Post tells the fol- | 
lowing story of the essay about the elephant. 
\ prize was to be given tor an essay on 
the contestants being an Eng 
The 


in 


the elephant 
lishman, a Frenchman and an Italian. 
Englishman went 


the 


to study the elephant 
the Jardin 
on “ L’élé- 


Africa ; Frenchman visited 


Zoologique and wrote an essay 


l'amour”; the Italian sat down 
“The Elephant in Rela 


tion to the Adriatic Question.” 


phant et 


and wrote one on 
a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 


Bic Man IN AUDIENCE (turning round): 


| 
The Cue | 


Can't you see anything? 


Littte Man (pathetically): Can't see a 
streak of the stage. 
Bic MAN (sarcastically): Why, then I'll 


tell you what to do. You keep your eye on 
me and laugh when I do. 


—Pearson's Weekly (London). 


Geographical 
(as the dancing My 


dears, I beg you to be a little more decorous 


Hostess begins) : 


This is not the seashore! 


. . 


—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 


“Paw, what is an advertisement?” 
= An of a 


pretty girl eating, wearing, holding or driy 


advertisement is the picture 





ing something that somebody wants to sell.” 
—Nashville 


Tennessean. 

















The BILT MORE 


Where the social life | 
of New York centers 
by day and evening 


CLOSE 
TO ALL THEATRES 
AND SHOPS 
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Nobody dare. Your only chance is to go to 
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Sanguinary Thus 
lhe barbers’ college yell, as quoted by one What , 

who heard the amateur wielders of the comb i 
and blade utter it, is: " . 
“Cut his lip, What 

Gash his jaw; And 

Leave his face ls she 

Raw! Raw! Raw!” But 
—New York Sun. A little 
The Elusive Barrie ca 
Kipling is a bit of a problem for the inter Will s' 
viewer, but he is an easy one compared As y 
with Barrie. A lady journalist from meri Grow 1 
ca has been trying hard to get hold of And 

: - Anc 
Barrie, but directly she asked any of his Shall 
friends to help her they wanted to talk greek, 
about something else. One of our mos Disa 
famous novelists allowed her to interview And tt 
himself, but when she appealed for a note Yes, 

of introduction to his old friend, Barrie, ‘ YOU'VE BEEN PECKING SOME ONIONS, JOHN 
he turned the other ear. HENRY ROOSTER! YOU CAN GO RIGHT OUTSIDE 

“My dear madam,” said he, sarric AND ROOST FOR THE NIGHT” \ 
would never forgive me. I daren’t do it Y= 
ES 

= |R 
1 


his flat, crouch down outside his door, and 
like a child. 


he will be moved to look out, then if you’re 


make a noise lost Presently 
quick you might get hold of him.” 


—London Opinion. 


Admitted 


It is related that when Judge Benjamin 


loppan of Ohio, who died in the early ’7os, 
applied for admission to the bar of that state 
he was asked just two questions. “ Mr. Top 
pan, what is law?” was the first of these. 
“An 
plied the applicant. 
“What is equity?” 
“A damned 
we 


sense! 


unjust distribution of justice,” re 
was the second. 


imposition upon common 
He was received into the brotherhood with 


open arms.—New York Evening Post. 
Auld Acquaintance 
SENTIMENTAL SmitH: Old friends are the 
best friends, are they not? 
Harriet HarpFax: They are not. They 
have an unerring memory for your age and 
your family secrets, and they tell ’em. 


—Detroit News. 
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UNHILL PIPES 


Citcular upon Request 


ALL DUNHILL PIPES BEAR THE ROUND 





M. M. Importing Co. 
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Agents Wanted 
DAVID WHITE, D 


Handsome, reliable and everlasting. 
An Ideal Xmas Gift 
Wy figures of Hansel and Gretel and the 


; 
Ag VA Witch, who come in and out to tell you 
what the weather will be. 


anteed. Post paid to any $ 25 
address in U. S. or Capa- — 


da on receipt of 





TOMORROW’S 


White's Weather Prophet fore- 
weather 8 to 24 
hours in advance. 


to Weather 


—_———__ 
sclentifically constructed 
working automatically, 


interesting by the little 


fully guar- 














32 __ 419 E. Water St., Milwaukee, Wis. 
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UROPE 1921 


Parties enrolling now. 4 
Great success 1920. 


Most interesting routes. 








65-H_ Franklin Street 
Boston, Mass- 
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The Flapper 


ER tiny ears are covered 
With her hair of golden brown, 


\fHer swan-like neck is open 


To the gaze of half the town; 
Her ankles, trim and graceful, 

That delight the roving eye, 
With a filmy gauze are covered 

That intrigues the passer-by. 


\ thing of youth and beauty, 
As she gaily trips along, 


|WWith her laugh and with her giggle 


And her little snatch of song; 
Her head, both light and empty, 
She holds high as any queen, 
fhe “flapper” of the moment 
Thus upon the street is seen. 


What dwells within the compass 
Of that decorated head? 
What thoughts and what ambitions 
And what dreams within are bred? 
Is she a painted puppet, 
But for laughter and for scorn, 
A little social butterfly 
That but for play was born? 


Will she, sedate and serious, 
As years speed on apace, 
Grow more mature in wisdom, 
And more matronly in grace? 
Shall youthful effervescence 
Disappear, a lightsome gleam, 
And the “flapper” be a woman, 
Yes, the woman of our dream? 
Alec Walker. 


Where Politeness Reigns 





take dat bowl away, sah. 


ESTAURANT PATRON  (indiy- 
nantly): Waiter, I can’t use this 
finger bowl; I have no napkin. 
Waiter: Jes’ a moment, sah, an’ I'll | 
| 


———————_—_———— 


“Dry” or “Moist” | 


You are sure of getting 100% satisfaction in 


RWWA 








FORMERLY KNOWN AS CHECONA EVANS ALE 


Try with Luncheon, Dinner or Supper 
SUPPLIED IN CASES FOR HOME COMFORT 
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L. E. Waterman Company 


191 Broadway, New York 129 South State Street, Chicago, 


24 School Street, Boston 17 Stockton Street, 


San Francisco 








- EVANS & SONS Estab, 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 


Looking Backward 


the baby boy from Poland, who can beat the world’s great- 


AMUEL REZESCHEWSKI, 
est experts at chess, can be explained only on the theory of reincarnation. | 
little 


S ither chess 
chewski possesses the soul of a former chess marvel returned to earth 
genius is convincing, Take Babe Ruth, for instance. Is ther 
slightest doubt that he has in him the errant soul of Homer? Think it over. 
We've got Ruth’s incarnate spirit tagged, 


is as simple a game as paper dolls, requiring no real mental exertion, or Rezes- 
This explanation 


oT 


logical, unanswerable the 
Sometimes you 


and sometimes you can’t. but that 


“ nut,” 


can spot ’em, 
other babe, 
explanation, it’s a sure cure for insomnia. 


the chess worries us. However, we're strong for reincarnation. As an 
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\ » At all phonograph shops. A 
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MOTROLA © 
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| Winds any phonograph electrically jE 
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Wor’S THE MATTER, BILL? WOT Y’GROAN 


AnoUuT?” 


GOTTA NAIL IN M’ FOOT,” 


” 


WHY DON’T Y’ PULL IT OUT? 


>) 


wot! IN M’ OWN TIME? 
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O Perfect Love! 


(But, after all, isn’t this little tale the 
Exception?) 

T was on the eve of her marriage to 

Percy Horton, and Vera Fairfax sat 
before the fire in her boudoir, dreaming 
for the last time over the letters of 
Maurice Gray, the one man in her life 
she had loved. She could not marry him, 
for he had no money, and they both had 
expensive tastes. She shuddered to think 
how near at one time she had been to 
risking all for love, but selfishness had 
prevailed, and she had told him that while 
she would always love him, she must 
marry another. 

With a last sigh of self-pity, she laid 
his letters on the coals and watched them 
crumble to black ashes, for there must be 
no chance of a slip. And she caught her- 
self dreamily wondering what Percy was 
doing at that moment. Vera was eight 
vears older than Percy, and looked on 
him as a last chance. She thought him 
decidedly stupid, but the size of his bank 
roll more than made up for any lack of 
brains. 

Later, when the maid announced that 
Mr. Horton was in the reception-room, 
Vera fluffed up her henna hair and exam- 
ined carefully her rose-tinted complexion, 
then ran lightly down the stairs and threw 
herself into his arms. Looking up at him 


with guileless blue eyes, she lisped 





spirin 


Then It’s Genuine 


Unless you see the name ‘‘Bayer’”’ 
on tablets, you are not getting gen- 
uine Aspirin prescribed by physi- 
cians for 21 years and proved safe 
by millions. Always say “Bayer.” 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manu- 
facture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid. 
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Those attacks all of us 
to, of a sore scratchy 
painful hoarseness or irritatis 
cough—you can safely depen 
upon Piso’s for protection again 
them. For 56 years a househol 
friend. It contains no opijay 
Buy it today—always haye 
handy. 













35e at your druggist’s 











“Dear, dearest boy, to-morrow nig 


we shall belong entirely to each othe 
Now, for the last time, tell me truly, a 
I really the onliest, onliest girl you eve 
loved?” 

As for Percy, he had not been idle either 
Secure in the remembrance that on th 
previous evening he had destroyed all in- 
criminating evidence to the contrary, | 
held her closely to his beating heart and 
answered bravely: 

“You are the very onliest, onliest gir 
I ever loved.” 


With Due Restraint 


COLORED gemman was walking 


post for the first time in his lif 





A dark form approached him. 

“ Halt!” he cried in a threatening ton 
“Who are you?” 

“The officer of the day.” 

“ Advance!” 

The O. D. advanced, but before he ha 
proceeded half a dozen steps the dusk 
sentinel again cried “ Halt!” 
time you ha 


“ What 


second 
observed the O. D. 
are you going to do next?” 


“This is the 


halted me,” 


“Never you mind what Ah’s gonna é 
‘Halt!’ thre 


Mah orders are to call 


times, den shoot.” 


Obvious 
IRST YOUNG THING: 
me last night. 
Seconp Younc THinc: And you It} A 


Bx »b kiss¢ 








him do it? 
“No, that’s why he did it.” 








door to. the men he wishes to see. 
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x 
On Wintry Days 


LD Days and Winter winds 
make it a particular conven- 
ience to the traveler to be next 


‘Business offices, stores and theatres in 
Cleveland are at the door of The 
Hollenden. 

It combines convenience of location 
with the Distinctive Service for which 
it is known nationally. 


THE HOLLENDEN 


CLEVELAND 
4 





with Bath 
« « « « $3.00to $6.00 

Double - ~- $5.00 to $7.00 

Twin Beds - 


$6.00 to $8.00 











































Aunt Emma: HERE, BOBBIE, JUST TAKE MY BONNET, WILL 


“wix! 


I HEARD MOTHER SAY YOU HAD A BEE IN IT!” 





you? 



























IRELAND 


—the Menace to World Peace 





Bristling with guns Ireland is an American problem. 
Public opinion has made it. Logic has nothing to do 
with the situation. For seven hundred years the Irish 
question has been a family fight in the British Empire. 
Today it is log-rolling in American politics. Tomorrow 
it may be bringing up smash our friendly relations 
with England. It’s touch and go. It’s time for under- 
standing and clear thinking. Facing the reality the 


METROPOLITAN 
sends William Hard to Ireland 


He goes there untrammelled, free to get the truth and 
the whole truth. No blue pencil will touch a line he 
writes. He will see Ireland through American eyes 
and incidentally through the experienced, wise eyes of 
America’s foremost investigator and writer. In 1918 
William Hard ripped aside the curtain of secrecy en- 
veloping our Hayti adventure. Hard told the truth 
about the Steel Strike when the Red hobgoblin was 
pushed forward to frighten away our sanity. Hard 
toppled over the pretensions of our toy tyrants in 
Washington. Hard did this pioneer truth blazing 
in the pages of the Metropolitan. And now 


HARD will 
tell the truth about Ireland 


in the pages of the Metropolitan. He will tell how the 
British people down deep in their hearts react to Ire- 
land’s bid for a place in the Sun. He will put the heart 
beat of Ireland’s millions on paper. He will tell you 
how much of the brave talking of both sides is done 
for trading. He will tell you the truth, the whole 
truth, free of passion or propaganda. He will put the 
Irish case before a jury of over 100,000,000 Americans. 
Hard’s first cabled article will be published in the 
March Metropolitan. His other articles will follow in 
succeeding issues. ‘These editions are sure to be sold 
out. Tell your newsdealer to hold a copy of the 
Metropolitan for you beginning with the March num- 
ber (out February 15th) or if you prefer send 


Only $2.00 
with this announcement 


and the Metropolitan will be mailed you for all of 1921, 
beginning with the March issue. You save 50 cents 
and you will be certain of reading all Mr. Hard’s arti- 
cles on Ireland. 


METROPOLITAN 


432 Fourth Avenue, New York City 


The Metropolitan is on sale at 40,000 newsstands on the 15th 
of the month. 





























1206 LiF £:: 
aa The Latest Books 
(Continued from page 1190) 
\ Hippodrome production of the desert- 
\ island story: West Wind Drift (Dodd 
\ 1 he Mead), by George Barr McCutcheon. Mr. 
~¥ ORTH CAROLINA McCutcheon’ shipwrecks a_ transatlantic 
¢ ; i linerful. Amusing dialogue and some good 


Guests have returned yeaf after 


f year—not alone for ideal sport, 
ro but for the constant revival of 
LHS happy memories, the renewal of 
A} old friendships. This season 

A {J makes an even quarter-century 


for Pinehurst. 


CAROLINA HOTEL 


Now Open 
Special Rates up to February 


Holly Inn and Berkshire open 
early in January. Championship 
events in every field of sport the 
season thru. 
Golf (4-18 hole Donald Ross Courses), 
Tennis, Shooting, Horseback Riding, 
Racing, Driving, Motoring, Airplaning. 
For information, address: } 
General Office, Pinehurst, N. C. or 
LEONARD TUFTS 
282 Congress Street, Boston 




















Ingenious 
eh won't surprise you to learn that Bol 
and Mary have separated.” 
“But it does.” 
“Why, everybody expected it.” 
“T know, but who thought they would 
be able to find two places to live apart 
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characterizations. By contrast, 
Wodehouse’s The Little 
is a yarn written purely 


burlesque 
Pelham Grenville 
IVarrior (Doran) 
to amuse that manages something more 

shadowers in 


the 


There appear to be white 
the South Seas. Jn the Tracks of 
Trades (Dodd Mead), by Lewis R 


takes us to 


Freeman, 
the Marquesas, Fiji, 
A hand- 
a skilled 


Hawaii, 
the 
some book and an entertaining, by 


Samoa and Society Islands. 


writer. 


The brief diagnosis of the American mind, 


first of the papers collected in Henry Seidel 
Canby’s Everyday Americans (Century), is 
the best of rather a small book dealing in 


what you might call pure idea. For the in- 


telligentsia. 

The History of the A. E. F. (Doran), by 
Shipley Thomas, is “ official,” that is, car- 
Staff. | 
Purely a military record, but, in the main, 
A His- 
William 
Westcott, begins | 

No- 


1918; will be used as a text at | 


ries the endorsement of our General 


to be understanded of the people. 


tory of sea Power (Doran), by 


Allan 


Phoenicians 


Oliver Stevens and 
the 


vember 11, 


with and ends with 


Annapolis; can most of it be enjoyed by 
any reader interested in history or ships; 
and is especially enlightening on the sub- 
ject of the Battle of Jutland. 

The 


ville 


the title of Mel- 
The Sleuth of St. 
James's Square (Appleton) constituted, for 


word “sleuth” in 


Davisson Post’s 
us, the only blemish on this new exhibition 
of Mr. Post’s skill. Ever read the great 
mystery stories in his Uncle Abner (Apple- 
ton) ? 










6 BELLaANS 
Hot water. 
Di Sure Relief | 


ELL-ANS 


INDIGESTION 











Comfort Baby’s Skin 
With Cuticura Soap 


And Fragrant Talcum 
PersumrieGaticge cum 1 ectetng ore 











fully compounded as a prescription. 
relief. Keep a box in your pocket. 








Get the Dro 
on that Cough 


Deans Mentholated Cough Drops have just th 
necessary menthol to make breathing easy and 
stop irritation. Nose and throat specialists uge 
menthol as a healing agent. Deans are as care. 
Instant 
Buy ' 















today at your nearest dealer’s. 
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CoucH Drors 








Address Outieurs 
PETER J. CAREY & SONS, INC., PRINTERS 
















































In Blind Ernest Poole has 
an epic motif such as made the success of 
his first novel, The Harbor (Macmillan), 
It is a picture, rather than a story, of typical 
people in the after-the-war seething-poty 
Despite flaws, very much worth while. Ida 
A. R. Wylie’s Children of Storm (Lane) is 
an after-the-war story of England showing 
class distinctions being obliterated in a way 
which is pleasing, but, we suspect, only true 
in the rarest instances. 


(Macmillan), 


Two first-rate new biographies: Gambeité 
(Dodd Mead), by Paul Deschanel, and The 
Reign of Patti (Century), by Herman Klein, 
The Autobiography of Andrew Carnegie 
(Houghton Mifflin) is scrappy, but enables 
us to see Andy as he saw himself—and, after 
all, Andy got his own top price from the 
late J. P. Morgan for certain steel proper- 
ties. Wives of great men all, or nearly all, 
remind us only of reflected greatness; but} 
The Autobiography of Margot Asquith | 
(Doran: two volumes) is a grand revenge. | 








Since its success of scandal in England cam 
not be repeated here, Americans are privé 
leged to enjoy the book as a remarkable} 
piece of self-portraiture by a vivacious and) 
who, furthermore, “ knew 
everybody worth knowing’’ and forgets noneé 


fearless woman, 


of them, no, not one. 


A Son of Courage, by Archie P. Mey 
Kishnie. (Reilly & The 
north shore of Lake Erie in the early days 
of the development of Canadian oil fields 
The millions who enjoy Harold Bell Wright 
would this unre- 
servedly. 

The Ghost in the White House, by Geral 
Stanley Lee. (Dutton.) Not an attack o 
Mr. Wilson, but more of the thought-welté 
that Mr. Lee put into Crowds. 


Lee, Chicago.) 


enjoy story quite as 


He says tit 
book is a series of suggestions as to how 
one hundred million people can make thei 
selves felt with their President; it’s all very 
vague, though, and where it is lucid it is 
generally platitude. tent apehr 
Grant M, Overton. 
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@& POSTUM’ 


: A BEVERAGE ; 
made of different parts of wheat 


tien of Molasses 





: || Postum Cereal Company 





Copyright, 1916 


Doabel.: 


POSTUM 


“There's a Reason 


Postum Cereal Co. 
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